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When they chanty up the topsail I'll be hauling in

niy place,
For my soul will follow seawards like a gull,

I shall hear the blocks a-grunting in the bumpkins

over-side,

An' the slatting of the storm-sails on the stay,
An' the rippling of the catspaw at the making of

the tide,
An' the swirl and splash of porpoises at play.

An' Bill can have my sea-boots. Nigger Jim can

have my knife,

You can divvy up the whack I haven't scofft,
An' the ship can have my blessing and the Lord

can have my life,
For it's time I quit the deck and went aloft.